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After describing the drive from Switzerland into Italy, Mr. Barnett wrote:
The scenery seemed to mock and protest against the system which established by the stream a frowning guard-house and suspicious watchmen. The earth was made for the Parliament of man and the Confederation of the world. The mountains say so. . . Women are at work in most of the Italian fields. I think they seemed to work better than the men, but very often all together were lying under the shade. Why is it one does not like to see women at work in the fields ? is it an absurd prejudice, or is it a right instinct ? One is of course inclined to say that women should only make beauty, but then we know some women who are eminently fitted for hard work. . .
In Switzerland we had not seen one beggar or been plagued by one porter. Here in Italy they swarmed about our baggage. Big palaces line the lake and beggars appear in crowds. I wonder if wealth must always mean poverty behind. Mr. Powle argues it is better to have a few very rich than a great many moderately so. He says the inequality is good, and when hard-pressed confesses he thinks that for the sake of this, a few ought to be sacrificed to riches. I confess to a belief that God does not require such sacrifice, He loves each individual too well, and I like the idea of fairly divided wealth. . .
LUGANO, July 9th, 1872.—These, lakes are very beautiful. Bellagio on Lake Como had a view like a scene in fairy-land. We stopped at an hotel which was on a high wooded hill jutting out into and dividing the lake. As we walked around this hill by paths shaded with olive trees, magnolias, lemon trees, etc., we came on a succession of views taking in all tlie arms of the lake. We learnt now what it takes to make a summer, how fresh scents, blue skies, soft sounds of birds and insects must all unite. We learnt too something about rest; there was no need of effort for eye or ear. The mountains stood out clear against the deep blue sky and the slightest sound caught us from any distance. It was very tempting just to sit down and gaze. " One day shalt thou rest/' Rest, cessation of effort, is good sometimes. . . The law of rest, I hope I have found it now. As I have told you, my life has been restless, I have worried and wearied myself till I feel tired. Now I think hand in hand with you, I shall be able to stand still and see all things plainly, see the present standing on the past and made sharp and clear by the deep future. I shall hear God's voice coming softly and gently as it came from the Garden of Eden. So to rest, as we rested at Bellagio, before going out to work. . .
We went into the cathedral, a large cruciform building in the Italian style. It is of course disfigured by a lot of tawdry altars and some ugly warm painting, but the place was impressive.